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"Schoudler's son married the daughter of Jean de La Monnerie, a
niece of the General's," said Simon.                 .                 .

" You seem to feel very strongly about it!" cried the Minister. Let s
see what is your old crab? A Brigadier? Perhaps we might console
him by retiring him as a Major-General, provided it doesn't create
too much trouble in the office!"

He wrote a rapid note and slipped it into the file.
"You'll so yourself, won't you, to the restaurant/' he added, "and see
that everything is properly laid on? You'll find them extremely oblig-
ing; so be exacting!"

And he turned back to more important matters.

v

To talk to Olivier Meignerais, Madame de La Monnerie had not wished
to ask him to come to her room; that would hardly have been proper;
and the hall of the hotel, with everyone passing to and fro, also seemed
unsuitable. She had, therefore, decided to await the hour of their walk

by the lake.                                                      ,

They walked for ten minutes without exchanging a word except the
usual banalities. The old gentleman spoke discreetly of the excellence
of the concert the night before, without daring to question Madame
de La Monnerie's reasons for refusing to come. He reassured himself
that she had not been ill.

Suddenly, in her abrupt way, she said: "Olivier, you ve been in love
with me for thirty years now, haven't you?"

The old gentleman came to a standstill and blushed to the roots of

his hair.                                                                             .

"Yes," she went on,    you've even somewhat compromised me.
Many people believe that you either have been, or still are, my lover."
"You know very well, my dear Juliette, that it has always been for
you to decide ..." replied Olivier Meignerais in a diffident voice.

"Yes, I know it well. And I admit that, if Jean had died twenty
years earlier, many things might have been different."
They walked on for some twenty yards.

"Well, Olivier, I have a feeling you'll now be able to prove your
affection' for me," she went on.

He stopped once more and seized her hands.
"Juliette!" he cried.
He was breathless with emotion.

"No, my poor friend, there can be no question of that/' replied
Madame de La Monnerie. "Don't be silly! Come on, let's walk; don't
let's make a spectacle of ourselves. Why should I marry again? And
as for anything else, well, look at us."

"Yes indeed," said Olivier Meignerais with sad irony.  "It's a bit